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whole the pageant struck me as more Barnumesque
than regal; there was something of the travelling
circus about it, something of a museum, too, a
museum that had disgorged its contents into the
street. One evening, after a formal dinner, some
Indian dancing-girls gave a performance at the
guest-house ; they were followed by instrumen-
talists and singers. At the time I could not recog-
nize the movements of the Nautch as being a dance,
or hear the sounds as music. It was only after I
had passed three or four months in the company of
the maharajas, watching the daily round of life in
the Native States, and after I had questioned,
argued with, and comprehended some of my more
cultivated hosts, that I learned to grasp the inward
meaning of such entertainments, and thereafter to
enjoy them.
But, nearly every day, I witnessed scenes for
which I needed no initiation into the secrets of
Indian life in order to appreciate at once their
comic, or merely diverting, aspects.
One morning a dozen mountaineers descended on
the town, each carrying a long staff over his
shoulder, at the ends of which were slung, like the
pans of a pair of scales, round wicker-baskets,
securely fastened. Squatting in a circle in front of
the bungalow verandah, they began droning on
clumsy flutes a thin, keening melody. Some well-
conducted cobras reared flat responsive heads above
the edges of the basket, from which the lids had
been removed. After a look they evidently found
us disappointing, for, with a brief, triangular spit
a-piece, they rapidly recoiled from view. Rapped
to attention, some of the cobras shot out again like
jack-in-the-boxes, but, lacking the springs provided
in these toys, relapsed at once.